CHAPTER    XI
'Blank Years'

* Not he that succeeds to the end, but he that endureth to the end, shall
be saved. Let all your efforts, your self-denials, your sacrifices, your life
itself, be lost to all appearance. God has said you shall reap in due season.
Be satisfied.'-G, S. R, 1873.

GEORGE SCOTT RAILTON was a young man
not yet twenty-four years old when he penned
the above. He was then in the heyday of
youthful vigour and enthusiasm, enjoying to the full
the peculiar and satisfying joy that accompanies
successful work. Now he was to prove the truth of
those words himself.

The next few years were to be spent in endurance,
years in which he would sometimes not only have to
go slowly, but to drop out altogether. The natural
George Railton would have fretted and chafed and,
perhaps, lost his soul's anchorage in a perpetual
'Why?' But the spiritual man accepted his lot as
God's mysterious will for him, and instead of indulg-
ing in self-pity or vain regrets, was content during
'those blank years/ as he called them later, to do
what he could,

His wife's careful nursing restored him to a measure
of strength; but no sooner did his health improve than
he would insist on going back to his work at Head-
quarters, and another collapse would follow.

After two months passed in this unsatisfactory
manner, he had the joy of welcoming the arrival of a
little son, whom he named David after the Psalmist
King. But this new member of the family added a